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a head full of wonderful words, and while Russia was standing in
awe before a torrent of words he had seemed to the people to be
a god himself. If a touch of ruthlessness had been added to his make-
up, a hint of Caesar, a shade of Hachiavelli, he might have begun
to be the Napoleon of which a part of him dreamed.
But Ms vision of Empire was based on books and not bullets.
He had the idea that he could ride all storms 'with an appeal to
men's minds. He sought a dazzling Holy Grail of an intellectual
formula before which all conflicts, whether of peace or war, hunger
or riches, greed or altruism, should immediately be reconciled.
His Napoleonic complex took the form of believing that he was
the pure Sir Galahad to whom the vision of the Grail inevitably
must come. But even if visions had been the stuff on which the Russian
people could have been fed, Kerensky was not as big as his vision,
and the vision he sought was constantly having to be shrunk down
to admit of its inclusion within the rather narrow limits of himself.
It was the difference between the largeness of the vision and the
smallness of the man that had been the secret of his refusal up to
now to deal resolutely with the Bolsheviks. There was a place for
Bolshevism in the vision. It was inconceivable that it could not
be included in the formula and made to circle with the other
planets of politics around the sun of Kerensky. Consequently it
could not be exterminated or even strenuously fought. But it was
too narrow, too exclusive to become the formula itself, also much
too aggressive, and it had its own Napoleons who needed not
Kerensky. Consequently it could not be embraced.
Thus had arisen the dilemma in the mind of Kerensky which
had held us inactive all these months while the leaders of the
Bolsheviks, purged of all such indecisions by their iron creed, pre-
pared for war, and Kerensky played out his act of Napoleon in a
Methodist preacher's frock-coat, alternately strutting imperially
up and down Alexander Ill's study and wrestling with the devil
in Alexander's bed.
He received us now in the frock-coat with three fingers of the
right hand resting in the bottom of the lapel and the arm across
Ms chest in the traditional Napoleonic attitude. Not a smile crossed
his set face even when he and Vlassieff greeted one another by their
Christian names and shook hands. The sallowness of his face, the
coat, and the tense expression made him seem so much older than
any of the rest of us that I had the impression we were a set of school-
boys come to ask the head for a holiday which we scarcely expected
to get Vlassieff introduced us one by one, stating our names, age
and rank, and then launched into his plea for the immediate arrest
of the Bolshevik leaders. He spoke simply and eloquently, referring